THE FOUNTAIN	n
she seemed to have no eyes for Goofs group or for the
little knot that surrounded van Leyden by the window;
to have neither sight nor knowledge of them and to be
invisible to them. Ballater was leaving van Leyden's side
and approaching her. She looked up, spoke to him, but her
movement and speech did not lead her out of the remote
world in which her spirit was wandering.
"Mustn't it be funny to belong nowhere?"
"Napoleon didn't belong anywhere," Goof remarked,
and while Lewis bent again over the miniatures, he began
to understand that this saying, which for him had been
endowed by irrelevance with the insane originality of
Wonderland, was for the van Leydens a commonplace, it
seeming to them very natural that the marriage of a
Buonaparte with a Hapsburg should be the climax	
"Yes," said Allard, "it must have been a great em-
barrassment to him."
"Not a bit," Sophie put in, "upstarts don't notice. They
are so obsessed	"
"Oh, do you think so?" cried Madame Allard. "I think
they notice all the more."
"Well," said Goof, "I knew a man once—you know
the kind I mean—I wouldn't swear he had coloured
blood, but his mother spent most of her life in Java,
and—well	"
"You mean," Corrie put in helpfully, "that if you
clapped your hands, he'd run up a tree?"
"Precisely," Goof replied, nodding his head. "Well, this
man	"
"Dinner is served, Mevrouw."
"But the frame with the basket," said the Baroness, "is
the gem, the peak of the collection. Will you take in Julie,
Mr. Alison? As Allard would say, she is in her English
boots to-night! He means only that—but there, you under-
stand. What a tragedy, the war! What a tragedy! Good men
on both sides. It is the privilege of a neutral to say so.
Almost our only privilege I sometimes think."
They passed through the antechambers. In each a double
caadlestick threw its light on to panels of Utrecht velvet

